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I  often  find  that  words  will  rise 
To  tell  what  they  but  tell  in  part, 
For  deeper  than  mere  words  there  lies 
A  language  known  but  to  the  heart. 

The  voice  of  intellect  is  weak, 
And  but  a  phantom  guide  at  best, 
To  lead  us  from   the  ways  of  grief 
Into  the  promised  land  of  rest. 

The  soul  sings  best  its  lays  of  love 
Unto  a  kindred  soul  that  hears, 
And  such  an  one  fills  up  with  song 
The  long  vacuity  of  years. 

Yet  in  the  night  I    often  see, 

Through  dreamland  aisles,  a  dear  form  sweep; 

In  dreamland  walks  I  meet  a  friend, 

And  when  I  wake,   I  often  weep. 

*"ASCHREL."—This  word  is  formed  from  the  letters 
composing  the  word  "Charles,"  and  he  was  sometimes 
so  designated  by  intimate  friends. 


'Tis  often  that  I  walk  alone 
The  paths  he  used  to  love  so  well, 
And  moonlit  nights  but  breathe  a  sigh, 
As  of  the   dear  dead  days  they  tell. 

And  I  sigh  too,  and  take  the  harp 

Of  heartstrings,  all  attuned  to  love, 

And  low,  sweet  whisperings  move  the  strings 

Like  breezes  through  the  trees  above. 

I  can  not  utter  what  I  feel, 
Nor  can  I  name  the  vision  bright, 
That  fills  my  soul  like  music  heard 
Across  lone  waters  in  the  night. 

I  can  but  write  in  feeble  words 
Of  things  that  words  but  feebly  tell, 
As  memory  leads  again  o'er  fields 
Where  grew  love's  sweetest  asphodel. 


When  winter's  snow  and  ice  were  gone, 
And  tiny  leaves  would  upward  start, 
The  voice  of  Nature,  full  of  song, 
Would  whisper  to  my  friend's  full  heart. 

A  motion  stirred  him;  from  within 
He  felt  the  pulse  of  Nature  beat, 
As  he  looked  out  and  saw  the  larks 
And  warblers  in  the  fields  of  wheat. 

And  all  the  day  his  gaze  would  turn 
To  seek  the  purple,  mist-crowned  hills, 
Where  woodland  songbirds  built  their  nests 
In  willows  by  the  mountain   rills. 

We  were  like  brothers  in  our  hearts, 
And  many  days  we  used  to  walk 
The  dim-lit  forest  aisles  at  eve, 
Or  sit  beside  some  stream  and  talk. 

And  sometimes  we  would  search  the  woods 
For  birds'  nests  with  their  mottled  prize, 
But  when  about  to  take  the  eggs, 
Perchance  we  heard  the  mother's  cries. 


And  he  would  look  at  me  and  say. 
"Poor  trembling  bird,  let's  leave  her  nest; 
"Tis  all  she  has,  and,  were  that  gone, 
No  song  would  reach  her  forlorn  breast." 

O  days  that  passed  like  cherished  dreams! 
O  gentle  soul!     O  tender  heart! 
You  did  not  know  of  grief  to  come, 
You  did  not  dream  that  we  would  part. 

And  now  the  birds  we  both  did  love, 
That  sang  by  streams  where  rushes  wave, 
Have  sought  his  resting  place,   and  sing 
A  mournful  requiem  o'er  his  grave. 


Our  childhood's  firm,  enduring  love 
Grew  deeper  still,  as  manhood  came; 
The  sacred  God- Word  reached   our  souls, 
And  wrapped  them  in  its  radiant  flame. 


No  blighting  breath  of  hasty  words 
E'er  passed  our  lips — we  knew  not  such — 
And  music  in  our  hearts  would  wake 
On  feeling  but  the  other's  touch. 

With  riper  years  came  riper  thoughts; 
The  mind  reached  out  for  things  above; 
He  saw  deep  symbols  in  the  world, 
And  sought  to  know  the  cause  thereof. 

With  philosophic  mind  he  searched 

The  fauna  of  the  land  and  sea; 

He  thought,  perchance,  he  there  might  find 

The  key  to  solve  life's  mystery. 

He  left  his  sunny,   Southland  home, 
The  land  of  song  and   fragrant  flowers, 
Whose  woodland    lakes  and  tranquil  streams 
Held  memories  of  his  childhood's  hours. 

Where  each  lone  pathway  through  the  woods 

Led  to  some  seat  we  used  to  share, 

As,  arm  in  arm,  we  sat  and  told 

Each  budding  hope,  each  blighting  care. 


The  dark  ship  bore  him  from  our  shores, 
To  other  men  and  other  climes, 
But,  like  the  perfume  to  the  rose, 
Clung  memories  of  our  happy  times. 

O  shrouded  hulk  that  sailed  away, 

O  deeply  dark,  mysterious  sea, 

You  brought  a  prescience  of  the  loss 

That  death  would  some  day  bring  to  me, 

When  he  would  sail  a  waveless  sea, 
And  sleep  a  quiet,  pulseless  sleep, 
The  best  nepenthe  of  the  gods, 
Unknown  by  those  who  stay  to  weep. 


I    hold  that  our  real,  deeper  selves 
Form  of  the  outward  world  no  part; 
That,  through  an  atmosphere  of  soul, 
We  move  in  orbits  of  the  heart. 


How  can  I  know  the  world  I  see 
Is  that  same  world  another  sees? 
How  do  I  know  the  songs  I  hear 
Sound  not  to  others  in  strange  keys? 

One  sees  the  brambles  by  the  road; 
Another,   incense-breathing  flowers; 
And  dewy-lipped,  sweet  violets 
Lend  fragrance  to  the  passing  hours. 

We  live  within  an  inner  world, 
And  our  own  thoughts  are  seeds  we  sow, 
That  grow  and  bear  the  fruits  of  hope, 
Or  vanish  like  the  early  snow. 

And  what  then  shall  I  say  hereto, 
Did  time  and  space  veil  him  from  me, 
Or  did  our  worlds  reach  out,  and  meet 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  sea? 

Small  soul,  whoever  you  may  be, 
To  think  that  space  can  veil  the  heart! 
Ten  thousand  miles  of  land  and  sea 
Could  never  keep  our  thoughts  apart. 


Ten  thousand  miles  between  us  lay, 
And  letters  were  but  seldom  sent: 
Each  knew  the  other's  tender  thought, 
Though  in  a  far-off  continent. 

O  postman  with  the  leathern  bag, 
You  knew  not  what  you  brought  to  me! 
Within  those  yellow  folds  there  lay 
A  message  from  across  the  sea 

From  him  who  felt  my  soul's  response 
Through  some  deep,  psychic  mystery, 
Whose  love  still  moves  my  life-harp's  strings 
To  chords  of  mystic  melody. 

0  cherished  words  from  him  I  love, 
You  came  to  cheer  my  lonely  hours, 
Like  dews  that  fall  at  eventide 
Upon  the  weary  sun-parched  flowers. 

And  now,   since  he  has  passed  from  me, 

1  often  read  those  words  so  dear; 
And,   as  I  read,  he  seems  to  speak 
From  some  fair,  soul- illumined  sphere. 


And  o'er  a  sea  of  silent  grief 

His  words  bear  from  that  unreached  plane 

The  joyful  answer  to  my  hope: 

"I  know  that  we  shall  meet  again." 


0  blessed  night,  mysterious  night, 
You  bring  another  world  to  me, 
And  in  the  sweet,  soft  arms  of  sleep 

1  dream  a  welcome  prophecy. 

0  sleep,  sweet  paradise  of  hope, 

1  found  a  deeper  self  in  thee, 
And  in  my  soul  a  vision  rose 

Of  my  dear  friend  across  the  sea. 

I  saw  him  stand  upon  a  wharf, 

A  sombre  ship  lay  there  at  rest, 

And  o'er  the  waves  he  stretched  his  arms, 

Then  folded  them  upon  his  breast. 


He  stood   a  while,   as  if   in  thought, 
Then  crossed  the  gangway  of  the  ship, 
And  then  I  saw  a  roseate  light 
Fill  up  the  sails  from  tip  to  tip. 

A  low,  mysterious  melody 
Like  lisping  leaves  in  moonlit  trees 
Came  from  the  gleeful   phosphor  waves, 
Awakened  by  the  freshening  breeze. 

And,  sometimes,  he  would  walk  the  deck 
To  muse  on  happy  days  of  yore, 
And  fair,  white  hands  would  beckon  him, 
And  point  towards  a  distant  shore. 

I  saw  him  reach  his  native  land, 
His  own  dear  land  of  liberty, 
And  my  blood   rushed  in  joyous  bounds 
To  know   he  soon  would  be  with  me. 

O  happy  sleep,  sweet  dreamland  home, 
Where  hope  doth  blossom  evermore, 
In  thy  still  halls,  I  met  my  friend, 
And  woke  to  find  him  at  my  door. 


What  mingled  joy  rose  in  our  hearts! 
Such  joy  could  not  in  language  flow: 
When  we  clasped  hands,  we  thought  again 
Of  days  in  dreamland  Long  Ago, 

Those  days  when  every  bird  and  flower 
Seemed  like  a  fair  soul  incarnate, 
And  whispering  breezes  wafted  songs 
Down  through  the  fabled,  pearly  gate. 

And  one  more  sleep  will  come  at  last, 
When  I  shall  cross  the  silent  sea, 
And  seek  a  nightless  land  of  rest, 
Where  my  friend  waits  to  welcome  me. 


Man  writes  life's  lessons  on  his  heart, 
Yet  seldom  reads  his  own  heart's  tale: 
He  needs  a  gentler  hand  to  draw 
Aside  the  intervening  veil. 


And  my  friend's  heart  was  like  a  rose 
That  gathered  sweetness  through  the  night 
And  waited  but  to  shed  around 
Its  perfume  in  the  morning  light. 

And  morning  came  to  him  at  last, 

A  morning  when  love's  sun  did  rise 

To  bring  his  soul  a  radiant  glow, 

And  light  through  prism  of  woman's  eyes. 

He  felt  a  new  born  life  within, 
Though  knew  not  then  the  cause  thereof, 
Nor  knew  that  through  his  heart's  deep  crypts 
There  walked  the  angel  of  God's  love. 

Like  Aaron's  rod,   the  barren  spots 
Of  life  burst  into  bud  and  flower; 
The  world  became  symbolical 
Of  all  pervading,   soulful  Power. 

As  through  long  years  I  shared  his  cares, 
So  I  rejoiced  his  joy   to  see, 
But  yet  I  felt  a  loneliness, 
On  thinking  of  his  loss  to  me. 


He  knew  my  thought  and  gently  said: 
"The  ties  of  olden  times  stay  true; 
No  loss  is  yours,  you  gain  one  more— 
I  know  your  heart  has  room  for  two.' 

And  even  now  loss  is  not  real, 
He  seems  so  near  me  when  I  think, 
For  I   do  know  that  in  our  souls 
There  still   is   that  unbroken  link. 


By  faith  we  know  another  world 
That  lies  in   realms  of   rarer  bliss, 
And  when  Death  claims  an  empty  chair, 
That  world  draws  nearer  unto  this. 

Our  hope   throws  out  its  slender  cords 
That  fasten  to  a  world  above, 
And  all  the  while  we  wait  to  hear 
A  word  from  someone  that  we  love. 


And  oft  we  walk  the  dim-lit  halls, 
Where  memory's  footsteps  fell  before, 
And  there   it  is  we  meet  the  ones 
Whose  voices  now  we  hear  no  more. 

Then  time   and  space  pass  from   our  thought, 
Two  worlds  transfuse  and  blend  in  one, 
And  courage  comes  anew  to  walk 
Life's  pathway  till  our  work  is  done. 


I  stood  beside  your  pulseless  form; 
Dear  one,   it  seemed  that  you  but  slept, 
And  through  ecstatic  dreamland  joys 
Faint  blushes  to  each  cheek  had  crept. 

You  did  not  smile,  but  your  calm  face 
Seemed  like  a  sculptured  Hope  at  rest, 
So  I  leaned  gently  o'er  and  placed 
A  white  geranium  on  your  breast. 


How  oft  at  even  had  I  plucked 
For  you  a  white  geranium  flower, 
When  we  would  part  out  at  the  gate! 
And  now  again  'twas  parting  hour. 

I  laid   it  on  your  restful  breast, 
Just  once  I  pressed  your  pale,  cold  hand 
And  smoothed  your  forehead  as  of  yore: 
I  knew  that  you  would  understand. 

You  surely  must  have  seen  us  there, 
Your  friend  with  one  you  held  so  dear! 
We  came  for  one  last,   parting  look, 
And  stood  together  by  your  bier. 

If  love  be  stronger  yet  than  death, 
You  felt  the  pathos   in  my  hand, 
And  from  her  trembling  lips  the  kiss 
Reached  you  in  Life's  fair  Summerland. 

When  by  your  grave  I  stood  and  spoke 
Of  things   in   life  that  you   had  said, 
A  mystic  Presence  seemed  to  come 
And  whisper,   ''He  was   never  dead." 


It  brought  some  comfort  to  my  heart 
Which  felt  the  dull   thud  of  the  clay, 
And   I  thanked  God  for  this  sweet  hope 
That  we  would  meet  some  other  day. 


There  is  a  spot  where  he  and  I 
Used  oft  to  walk  on  summer  nights, 
To  sit  beneath  a  lonely  tree, 
And  watch  the  city's  distant  lights. 

They  used  to  come  out  one  by  one, 

As  through  the  mists  come  struggling  stars; 

Some  cast  a  soft  and  pearly  light, 

And  some  shone  red  like  armored  Mars. 

We  used  to  wonder  when  our  lives 
Would  like  these  lights  burst  through  the  gloom, 
And  what  fair  worlds  illumined  lay 
Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  tomb. 


The  grass  grew  long  around  this  tree, 
And  daisies  hid  their  starry  eyes 
Down  in  the  cool  depths,   and  the  winds 
Stirred  lilies  with  their  slumbrous  sighs. 

How  often  I  have  wandered  there! 
I  grew  to  love  that  quiet  spot, 
But  since  no  more  I  meet  my  friend, 
I  find  my  heart  doth  love  it  not. 

Yet  here  I  sit  and  idly  muse, 
And  watch  the  birds  with  dreamy  eyes, 
But  all  the  while,  down  in  my  heart, 
A  voice  with  mournful  accent  cries: 

"Where  are  the  songs  I  used  to  hear, 
The  gladsome  notes  of  joy  and  praise? 
Where  are  the  murmuring  breezes  now, 
That  perfumed  love's  sweet,  summer  days? 

"Where  are  the  lisping  leaves  that  grew 
Above  the  spot  where  he  would  rest? 
Where  is  the  lily  that  did  sleep 
In  peace  upon  the  river's  breast? 


"Where  are  the  songbirds  that  he  loved, 
The  fragrant  flowers,  and  the  bees? 
Where  shall  I  find  such  happy  days, 
As  once  we  spent  beneath  the  trees? 

"Where  are  the  footsteps  that  I  heard 
Upon  the  graveled  walk  at  night? 
Where  is  the  face  that  greeted  me, 
All  full  of  smiles  and  tender  light?" 

And  as  I  muse  on  these  sad  thoughts, 
Another  voice  doth  loudly  cry: 
"Full  well  I  know  what  those  words  mean, 
For  see  yon  hearse  go  slowly  by. 

"It  bears  some  loved  one  to  the  grave, 
As  once  it  bore  a  friend  away, 
And  every  day  it  goes  that  road, 
Through  wintry  months  and  flowery  May. 

"This  mortal  life  goes  out  in  sleep, 
And  all  its  joys  then  pass  away; 
But  where  there  is  a  night,  we  know 
That  there  must  be  another  day. 


"We  mourn  not  when  we  plant  a  seed, 
But  wait  in  patience  for  its  bloom, 
And  thus  our  love  will  burst  in  flower, 
To  sweeten  life  beyond  the  tomb. 

'Tis  but  the  lifeless  husk  we  lose; 
All  that  we  prized  most  will  abide, 
And  reappear  to  yearning  eyes, 
Ten  thousand  times  more  glorified." 

I  wandered  homeward  full  of  thought, 
And  all  night  long  I  seemed  to  hear 
A  faint,  sweet  music  in  my  dreams, 
That  lingered  on  the  inner  ear. 

I  lay  the  harp  down,  for  no  dirge 
Must  henceforth  sweep  the  halls  of  thought, 
But  let  a  psalm  of  love  sound  clear 
Through  battles  that  must  yet  be  fought. 

The  river  calmly  flows  along, 
Until  it  meets  the  waiting  sea, 
So  we  must  calmly  work  and  wait, 
'Till  Life  proclaims    its  victory. 


Austin,  Texas, 

September,  1896. 
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